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Thou hail; redcemtl thy loti opinion, 

And flicwd thou makcft fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

*. Prince . O God, they did me too much iniurie. 

That euer laid, 1 hearkned toyour death : 

If it were fo, I might hauelet a'one 
T he infulting hand of Dowglas ouer you, 

VV hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions m the world, 

And fau’dthe trccherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to fflijton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. £ X it, 
Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot* If 1 mi flake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince. Thou fpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince . Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel! of that name. 

I am th ftPrmce of Wales ; and thinke not Percy,. 

To fliate with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not theirmotion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one Englandbr ookz. a double raigne. 

Of Harry ‘Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Now (hall it Harryl for the houreis come, 

To end theoneofvs ; and would to God, 

T hy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prince. lie make it grcater.ere I part from thee, 

Andallthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop,tomakeaGarlandformyhead, 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falfhdffe. 

Falf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you (hall find-; no Boyes 
playheere, I can telly ou. 

Enter 'Dowglas. hefghts with Falfialffe , hefals dome as[ 
if he were dead, the Prince \illeth Percy. 

Hot, Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better breoke thelolfeof bfittlelife, 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe, then the fword my f efh • 
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But thought’s the flauc of life, and life t imes foole, 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world. 

Mull haue a flop. O, I could prophefic, 
gut that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tonge : no Percy , thou art duft. 

And food for , 

Prince. For Worms, braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart 

lllweau’d Ambition, how much art thou ibrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdome for it, was too finalla bound. 

But now two paces of thevilcfl earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beates the dead, 

Beatesnotaliue fo flout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

I fliouldnot make fo great a fliew of zeale : 

Butletmy fauours hide thy mangledface. 

And euen in thy behalfe, lie than ke my felfe 
For doing thefe faire rites of tenderneife, 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue, 

Butnotremembied in thy Epitaph. 

He [pieth Falfialffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefti 
Keepe in a litde life ? poore Iacke farewell : 

1 could haue better fpar’d a better man ‘ 

O, I (houid haue a heauy mifte of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie ; 

Death hath not tlrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray* 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by nobl t.Percy lie. 

Faljhitffe nfeth vp. 

Falf. Imboweld l if thou imbowellme to day , Ilegiueyou 
leaue to powder me, and eatemee top to morrow. Zloud,t’was 
timeto counterfeit , cr that hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
■cot and let too. Counterfeit ? I am no counterfeit • to die is to 
, counterfeit, for heeis but the counterfeit of a man , who 
^atn not the life of a. man :but tocountcrfeit dying, when a man 
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